


The Biflorie of 

Thou haft redeemed thy loft opinion, 

And ftiew’d thou makeft fyine tender of my life. 

In thit fairc refeue thou haft brought to me. 

Prm. O God, they did me too much iniurie, 

That euer faid, 1 harkened for your death. 

Ifit were fo, /might hauc let alone 
The infulting hand of Douglas oner you. 

Which would hauc bene as Ipccdy in your end, 

As all the poifonous potions in the world, 

Andlau’dthc trechcrous labour of your fonne. 

Make vp to Clifton.llc to S. Nicholas Gawfey. EvJtKi, 1 

HotJpuK 

Bot. Ifimiftakc not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 

Prifi, T hou fpcakft,as if 1 would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is H.arry Percy. 

Trin. Why,then/feeavery valiantrebellofthatnamej 

7am the Prince of Wales^and thinke not, Percy, 

T o ftiarc with me in glory any more; 

Two ftars keepe not their motion in one fphere. 

Nor can one England brookca double raigne 

Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. Now,<hallit,Harry'’forthehoureiscome, 

T o end the one of vs, and would to God 
Thy name in armes, were now as great as mine. 

Trin, /Ic make it greater, e’rc I part from xhee, 

And all the bu ddmg honours on thy creft, 
lie crop to make a garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

The^ fight: Enter Falflaiffe. 

Tal. Well faid, Hai,to it, Hal . Nayyou lhall find no boyes 
play hercjl can tef! you. 

Enter T>oug/aefe§ghtethv^ithFaffia}jfieJse fit 

dornne m if he were dead jt he Prince i 

ktUeth Percy. i 

Oh Harry, thou haft rob’d me of my youth> i 

/betteiftirookc the lofTe of brittle life. 

Then thofeproud titles thou hall won ofme, , 
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They woundmy thoughts, worfe then thyfword ray flcfti: 
Butthought's the flaue of life, and life times foolc, 

And timc'that takes furuay of all the world, 
jVluft hauc a flop. O, I could prophccie. 

But that the earth and cold hand of death 
Lieson my tongue : no Percy, thou art duft 

For wormes, brauc Percy. Fare thee well, great heart, , 
;ll wean'd ambition, how much art thou Ihtuncke? 

When that this body did containca fpirit, 

A kingdomc for it was too fmall a bound. 

But now two paces of the vileft earth 

Is rooroe inough ; this earth rhat.beares the dead, 

Bcarcs not aliuc fo ftout a gentleman. 

Jf thou wertfcnfihlc of ciirtcfic, 

I fhould not make fo great a fhe w of zealer 
But let my fauours hide thy mangled face. 

And euen in thy bchalfc ilc tbankc my fclfe. 

Fordoing thefc fairc rit'S of tendernefle. 

Adiew, and take thy praife with thee to heauen. 

Thy ignominy fleepe with thee in thegrauc, 

Butnot remembred in thy Epitaph. 

He Q/iethFalfialjfe on the ground. 

What, old acquaintance! could not all this ftcfh 
Keepe in a fit’tfc life ? poorc lacke, farewell, 

I could haue better fpar’d a better man. 

0, 1 (hould hauc a heauy mifTe of thee. 

If I were much in loue with vanitie: 


Though m?ny dearer, in this bloody fray. 

/nbowel d will 1 fee thee by and by. 

Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. Exit, 

, Fa/fialferifethvp. 

inbowcl’d? if thou inbowell me to day , ilc giuc you leauc 
to powder mec and cate me too to morrow- Zblood , t was time 
0 countwfci , or that hot termagant Scot had paid mee {cot and' 
I lie, 7amnocounterfet: to die istobca 
nicrtet , for hee is but the counterfet of a man, who hath not 


